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Did he seek again the home of his youth, did he let the

years go peacefully by.
Breathing the sweet clear air of the hills, till his day was

done and he came to die?
By tiny Radnor, or stately Brecknock, or Cardigan's

rain-swept heights maybe,

Or green Caermarthen, or rich Glamorgan, or Pem-
broke sitting on either sea?
Did he dream sometimes 'mid the nights of storm of

those long-dead years in the hulks of Spain,
That stealthy onset, that dread revenge, with the wild

winds drowning the cries of pain?
Did the old man shudder to think of the blood, when the

knife pierced deep to the Spaniard's heart?
Nay, to each of us all is his Life assigned, his Work, his

Fate, his allotted Part.
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